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| Have a drink on me 


Author's Notes: 
Actually a threesome. 


„How come | LOSTI?" Richard Kruspe's voice reached unpleasantly high tones 

"I told you its gonna be this way and you're gonna lose, but well, you didn't listen Blame yourself, Reesh" Til 
Lindemann shrugged his shoulders carelessly 

"But it means..!" 

"yes, it means you're gonna have to stick to your part of the agreement" Till smirked devilishly and guitarist 
became a bit paler than before 

"Please, Till, no! | can pay you, | can buy you beer, whole crate of beers. | can even get you a hooker, but... 
"No, Reesh. Be a grown man and keep your promise. Don't avoid the responsibility" singer's voice might have 
sound serious but his face was more of a perverted psycho 

"Till, l'm addressing your humanity now..." 


"Too late, it's dead. And | already booked seats in a club where we can fulfill the agreement” 


As expected, the club was dim, full of smartly located colorful lights, thick air and crowds on the dancefloor. 
Till strutted in, smiling like a cat that'd eaten a canary, and Richard followed him, looking like convict on his last 
way. 

"Cheer up, Reesh. No one likes traurige strippers" 

"Shut up! Once it's done l'm gonna skin you alive!" 

"Yea, yea, good luck with that" Till waved his hand and headed their seats "Here we are. Now, appreciate my 
‘humanity’. Before you get started, | decided its a matter of honor to let you drink your way to courage. Two 
beers with vodka, bitte. Oh, and get the manager here. | need to talk to him" he directed at the waitress 
Young woman opened her eyes wide and nearly lost her tray. 

‘Mein Gott..Du bist..Eee..Sie..Sind Sie Till?! Der Til von Rammstein!? 

„Well, yes, but schrei nicht, would you?" 

"0..000...kay..Entschuldigung.0f course, sir. l'm going right now" 

"Correction I'm gonna skin you alive and then put you in a barrel full of salt" Richard hissed, his makeup 
covered eyes shooting thunders "I'm gonna be recognized here for sure!" 

"So what? Your fangirls would pay for this. Besides, many of them are sure you fucked our whole band, 
including me, so.." Till shrugged his shoulders and rolled his eyes 

"You seem uncomfortably fine with it" Reesh muttered 


The waitress brought the beers, and vodka separately, and put them on the table, still looking at both men like 
enchanted, nearly spilling the beverages. After she left, middle-aged man approached the table. 


"lm the manager of the club. You wished to see me, Herr Lindemann" 

"Yes. Here's the thing. We need to..umm..hire one of your dancepoles for a while. Of course, with a decent 
payment” Till took a bunch of banknotes and put them in shocked man's hand "And please, change the music to 
something..less ear-bleed causing" 

"Y Yes..Sir.." 

"Any problems?" Till rose one eyebrow, because the manager didn't move 

"C..Can |..have your autographs..for..my..daughter?" he asked timidly 


"Sure, no problem" 


Tonight, it was Till who got the role of ‘the friendly star’ and Reesh was the one who wanted to vanish into 
thin air. Both musicians signed a piece of paper nonetheless, and still confused manager finally walked away. 
"lm more than fucked...” 

"Stop this constant complaining, ok? You're grumpy like a grandma with hemorrhoids. Drink your round" Til 
pushed little glass of vodka towards Reesh and both men drowned them in the beer. Reesh drank desperately 


like a person who had just came back from a desert. 


"Weird" he said in the middle of the mug 

"What?" 

"The vodka glass is still there but I'd swear | swallowed something solid" 

First half of the first mug and you already have hallucinations? You're getting old, Kruspe" 
Really, that night Till was nothing more but a mean bitch! 


Manager must have really been impressed by Till, because few minutes later, the music changed. 
Characteristic riffs of "Man in the box" by Alice In Chains filled the club and, much to Till's positive surprise, 
not many guests really opposed. Maybe he'd done them a favor? Once their mugs were empty, Till started 
standing up. 


"Ok. Do the warm up, boy. Its your big time." 
"|..ch hasse dich" 

"Ja, ja, du hasst mich’ 

is not funny" 

„Why? It is for me" 

"Fick dich’ 


"Später, Schatz.Here we are. Jump in!" 


Richard eyed the pole with fury. In the same time, his eyes were darker than usually, breath shallow and 
quick, single sweatdrops pearling on his forehead. It was not all. All his body was feeling..different. Muscles 
Tensing, getting ready and his hormones..damn. 


"Fick dich, Lindemanr' he hissed again, but this time, meant it more than ever Because, suddenly, out of blue, he 
was horny. Was the beer to blame? Since when? What? 

"Go, Reesh!" familiar voice rang somewhere close and Richard saw the rest of the band 

It was Doom's voice. Flake didn't even seem surprised- all these years around Till had made him unafraid. Only 
Paul looked a bit confused. 


"You..didn't..mention them..coming.." Reesh muttered weakly to Till 


“Cause | predicted your reaction. Now. It's getting late. Do your job!" 

Rest of the band got their own drinks and came back for a show. Reesh crawled the platform, accompanied by 
the last notes of Black Sabbath's "Sweet Leaf". Still feeling his muscles shaking. Thick air filled smoke and body 
scents intoxicated him. He breathed deeply and quickly peeled shirt off his body- it was too hot there anyway. 
Doom and Till started whistling mockingly. Two waitresses froze by the counter, with mouths wide open and 
drool collecting in their corners. Richard's body was always sinful and now, sprayed with sweat, lined by the 
club lights, put the spell on people. 


He'd never really practiced this but now tried to recall all the videos he'd seen, done by chicks. He couldn't 


compete those really complex figures, but the easier ones seemed okay. 


He grabbed the pole and hang on it, swaying towards the edge of the stage, doing circular moves, slowly going 
down. His head spun around as well. The pole was long, slick, hard and very distracting. He felt its coolness 
between his thighs even through the pants. He realized the body was going by its own will- as if it knew the 
art of pole dancing. He squirmed around the pole and rest of the Rammstein mocked him relentlessly, shouting 


over the "Bed of Nails" by Alice Cooper. 


"Verdammt, Reesh! You little whore, you! Why you never invited us to your shows!?" Doom giggled, taking a 
banknote out of his pocket 


"| didn't know he could dance like that" Flake's eyes were bigger than ever and he observed Richard with 


fascination while snacking on salt sticks 


"Agree with Doom. You move dein Arsch like a pro slut" impressed Till nodded 

Paul still had this basilisk stare, sipping his beer in silence. Yet, even he bit his lips in total DAT ASS expression. 
Richard's body wasn't the end of the madness. Whatever was causing his sudden need, influenced his face as 
well- he closed his painted eyelids, furrowed the eyebrows in some painful delight, and opened full lips, gasping 
for air. His face was so orgasmic right now- even better than in "Pussy". He really fought an urge to lick the 


pole, but it was very hard. With every movement, lust in his veins extended. 


| want to buy that dude's private dance" said one of the waitresses, fanning herself with a tray 

"Over my cold dead body, bitch" answered the other and only bartender's intervention prevented the catfight 
Once the song ended, Richard fell on the floor by the pole and laid there, vaporizing and panting. Doom and Olli 
whistled and clapped. Till slapped Richard's ass and put a banknote behind his belt. 


"Buy yourself something pretty. That was a piece of nice performance, Reesh" 

The guitarist didn't answer. Just kept breathing. After a minute, he slowly stood up, still shaking. 
"|. don't feel well..Need fresh air..and a cigarette..." 

"But those two are oxymoron’ Flake interrupted him, good-willed 

"Shut up, Flake-opedia" Doom waved his hand carelessly 

Richard put his shirt on, straggled to his jacket and stuff, and then towards the exit. 


"Before you shush me again, he really looked.unwell" Flake said carefully 


"Hmm..I'd never say it affects him that much" Till muttered, rubbing his chin 

"WHAT would affect him?" Paul asked, speaking for the first time, sounding angry 

"Well, | knew he wouldn't easily get into the mood, so | helped him a bit. Now | think it might have been too 
much..." 


"WHAT would have been too much?" Paul asked nervously 


Till glanced at the mugs. Flake's eyes shone in understanding. 

"Till. what, in the world, did you give him?" 

"Nothing dangerous!" 

"A DRUG?!" 

"Shut your piehole, would ya? Not a drug, you idiot! Just a..supportive pill. Not a Viagra, but something that 
helps, if you lack mood or have..performance issues" 

"How much?" Flake sighed 


"Just two pills. Enough for me to go on for quite a long time” 
"The fuck, Till?!" Paul growled surprisingly aggressively "Dude! You nuts!? Compare his dimensions and yours! 
He's nearly five years younger than you! What gives you a pleasant kick, for him is a mega dose that turns 


him into a giant and mind-twisted rabbit! His heart can stop!" 


"Il go check on him" Doom grabbed his jacket and stormed to the exit 


"Chill down, Paul. Don't behave like an overprotective mom" Till rolled his eyes 
"I have to, since you behave like a reckless father..|" Flake squeezed Paul's shoulder right in time to stop him 
from saying something stupid, that might involve Nele, and start a war 


Till's pupils narrowed for few second, but then storm was over. 


"What's the big deal? He's got the looks, so he can get laid in the next five minutes. Once the pill wears out, 
he's gonna be okay. | just guess that putting it in vodka wasn't the smartest choice" 

"You don't say" Paul muttered into the second mug of beer 

"We have a video footage from this. | guess this would be worth more than an album" Flake said, checking on 
his camera "The fangirls would pay all the money in the world for it" 

"I love to tease the guy but that'd be too much" Till shook his head 

"Okay, okay, | was just saying” 


In the half of the mug and second stanza of Ozzy Osborne's "Road to Nowhere", Paul looked around. 
"Hey..Neither Doom nor Reesh are back yet!" 

"Maybe they both hunted a date. Maybe even the same" Till winked with a smug face 

‘lm being serious! Can you turn your dick off for a moment and think with a brain?" 

"What for?" 

"Damn you, Lindemann.. I'll go check on them" Paul grabbed his jacket and went to the exit 


"One more and whole party will move outside" Flake said 


"| hope not. Zu kalt" 


Paul started walking around the club, checking snuggeries. Most of them were empty, since people were 
dancing. Some were occupied by couples, very busy at the moment, but none of them included drummer or 
the guitarist. He checked the restrooms, but also no track. Finally, he went outside, but among the smokers 
there was no sign of Reesh. 


"What, did he fly away or what?" he muttered to himself 

He was almost ready to give up and simply try to ignore his absence, coming back to the warmth and "Crazy, 
crazy nights" by KISS, when he looked at the snow and recognized familiar soles of Richard's boots. They 
accompanied another track, looking like Doom's. He followed the track like a hunt dog and it led him to some 
outbuilding by the club. There was no track coming back. So they still were inside. But what for? He looked 
around carefully and then approached the door. One deep breath and he opened the door. 


It was not the weather to blame for the frost that ran down his spine. Street lights from the outside lit up 
the scene inside the room. Doom was leaning on the boxes behind him, shirtless, hair messy and makeup 
smeared. His pants were unzipped, halfway of legal placement. Richard's mouth resting against Doom's 
underbelly impatiently, fingers busy peeling clothes off the body. The guitarist was half naked and looked as 


messy as the drummer, even worse. 


Despite the frost, he was sweating and burning, face in heavy blush, not caused by embarrassment. He didn't 


seem ashamed, even though only one of his hands was trying to undress Doom- another was in his own pants, 


working constantly. The background, muffled sounds of Led Zeppelin's "Since I've Been Loving You" suited the 


situation like never before. Of course, Doom was more conscious and noticed Paul earlier. 


"Paul?" he asked wheezy 

"Nein, Mkolaus! Frohe Weinachten!'Paul growled "What in the fuck's sake is going on here?" 

"Shut up, Paul. My dick is so hard right now that | could cut grass with it’ Richard answered surprisingly 
coherently "| HAVE TO release it" 


"You.. | can understand you, since your best friend drugged you" 


"WHAT?" 
"You heard well. This half-brained asshole Lindemann put an aphrodisiac in your beer, Reesh. To make you.. 
more into the mood. But he counted the dose as for him, not you. That's why you feel the way you feel" while 


explaining this, Paul tried not to stare at Rich's hand, still working his cock, but it was impossible 


‘lm gonna kill this Arschloss, but now.. | can't even walk. So if you could... You know...leave us?" Richard 
gestured at the door 

"Doom?! Why dontcha do something? Your friend and bandmate whores around!" Paul yelled at Schneider 

"What could | do? He surprised and forced me!" Doom protested 

"Yea, and you're petite, helpless baby. Big Bad Guitarist tied you and put the gun to your head, so you could let 
him suck your dick! Am | right?!" 


Doom furrowed his eyebrows and was about to shout back, but suddenly, his eyes shone in a brainwave and 
smug smirk, similar to Till's, widened his lips. Maybe even closer to the Internet meme of Troll Face. 

"| see.. Eiferstichtiq, Paulchene" 

"Is all your blood in the south and nothing left in the brain?!" second guitarist outraged, but his blush betrayed 
him 


Come on, who WOULD really mind Richard-fucking-Kruspe on his knees, sucking their cock?! An asexual alien? 


"Du BIST eifersüchtig! Doom sniggered, triumphing 
„All | am is to save Rich from doing something he's going to regret for the rest of his life!" 
"Why didn't you simply ask to join us? Two holes are enough for the two of us.." Doom teased on 


Smutty vision of Richard sucking Doom's dick while being fucked from behind by him, so beautifully slutty, was 
extremely tempting, but the way Doom had said that... 

SLAP! Red print appeared on Doom's cheek and his face froze in the biggest shock. Even Richard moved away, 
freezing in fear, desperate need giving him confused eyes of a lost puppy. Paul stood here, his palm still open 
from the slap and brain slowly processing what had just happened. 


2. Rock hard ride free 


For a moment, there was silence, disturbed only by the music from inside of the club- now Judas Priest's 
"Living After Midnight". Three men were just standing there, staring, each one more confused. Then music 
video for "Haifisch" replayed, but slightly different. Doom jumped forward, grabbed Paul and threw him on the 
floor. They started fighting, furiously and incoherently. 

"GUYS! STOP!" Richard yelled wheezy, barely walking but somehow standing up and trying to put them apart 
with his elbows "STOP IT!" 

"Did you even hear himl?" Paul yelled back, miraculously avoiding his teeth being broken by Doom's fist "He 
treats you like a cheapest whore!" 

"And you treat him as your belonging!" Doom growled in return 

"Guys! | don't care! | can even have a threesome, but | need ANYTHING, before | explode!" Richard collapsed on 
the floor again, shaking feverishly, bulge in his pants more than visible. He was suffering for sure. 

"Come on, wir gehen nach Hausel" Paul commanded seriously, simultaneously trying hard not to focus on the 
mental image of the threesome 

wAre you nuts? He needs to get laid! All he can do at home is to hump pillows!" Doom opposed 


Richard hated the world now. He hated Till for this shit. He hated the club. Hated the fight. God knows he'd 
tried to fight it, but the temptation had been too strong. All had started when Doom had joined him outside 
the club... 


*** He had been lighting his cigarette up, hands shaking heavily. He'd inhaled the smoke, but without any relief. 
Fuck. All his blood had gone southwards and he had strongly hoped that pants can hide his boner long enough 
to figure out some solution He hadn't been too eager to fuck the nearest, relatively attractive and willing girl. 
That'd be so low. His train of thoughts had been interrupted by Doom's sudden appearance by his side. 

"You okay, Kruspe?" he had asked, taking his own cigarette 

"No. | feel..ch weiss nicht, mir ist schlecht" 

„Not sure if it makes you feel better, but did an awesome job back there" 

"You're right, it doesn't" 

"Tut mir Leid.Maybe you need something stronger than this..." 

"You mean..?" 

Doom had smirked and opened his palm, revealing a zoom tube, fully packed with weed. 

"Very fresh, got it yesterday. | guess this won't hurt" 

"Thanks, man" 

Drummer had heated up the tube, cinder lighting up inside, and handed it to his friend. Richard had inhaled it 
deeply and let thick smoke out of his lungs. 

"Good stuff, Doom. Praise your provider. Thank you" he had tried to give it back 

"No. Really. Treat yourself.” 


They'd been standing in the frosty air, Richard smoking Doom's tube and Doom finishing Rich's cigarette. That's 
what friends are for. The weed had slightly numbed Richard's body, so he had only been swaying his head to 
the rhythm of Metallica's " Memory Remains". The tube had been almost empty when Rich had given it back 


again. 

Seriously, dude. Its yours. Your money...” 

"No!" 

"| insist" 

Doom had sighed and took the tube, lit it up and inhaled. Then, still keeping smoke in his lungs , he had gestured 
at the guitarist to come closer. Already dizzy Rich had leaned forwards and Doom breathed the smoke into his 
parted lips. It had tasted interestingly- mixed scents of cigarette and weed. Rich had ‘swallowed! it and the 
spark had landed on the fuse. Sharing a smoke like this was highly erotic and he had been way too in heat right 


now to ignore. 


Der Haut so nah, dem Auge fern Skin is so close, eyes so afar’. Well, close as well, actually. Doom's lips had 
been too close to his and Richard couldn't resist more. Last few centimeters of the distance had disappeared 
when he'd smashed his lips against drummer's. Closeness of another living, warm body had been too much to 
handle for his sparking testosterone. When had they parted, he had realized the weight of his act. Playful, light 
fanservice on the stage is one thing, but raping friend's mouth with your tongue in front of the club is 
another. Doom had looked at him, shocked, and Richard had expected him to push him and walk away into 
future awkwardness. He certainly had not expected Doom grabbing him by the neck and pulling into another 
kiss. Their bodies had not protest. Doom's fingers had tangled in Richard's spiked hair and lips quickly moved to 
exposed, sweat-salty neck. Richard had moaned desperately. 

"Scheisse... Christoph..Ja.Ummmm..." exactly what he had needed. 

"Let's go find..a quieter place.." Doom had suggested quietly "I saw one.." 

"Yes..Anything.." 

They had sneaked there like a thieves, Richard using his whole strong will to stop himself from undressing 
both of them and getting it on right there, outside, on the snow. Doom had opened the door and pulled Rich 
inside. Once the door had closed, crazy tongue dance had begun once again. Richard quickly had taken his jacket 
and shirt off, throwing them on the floor. Then, his shaking hands had taken care of Doom's clothes. 

"Hold your horses, Hengs? Doom had laughed 

"Shut up!" Richard had been everything but amused now 


Their skins had glued together, Richard's burning in fever. 

"Damn..Reesh..Du bist so hejh.. und hart." Doom had whispered, his hand grabbing Reesh's rock hard and 
twitching boner 

Richard had moaned like a bitch. 

"Mein Gott... Ja..Chris..Bitte..Betuhle mich..fick mich..Blase mich..Lass mich dir blasen." he had begged fierily, 
nuzzling against his lover's body 

„You're such a whore tonight, Reesh..| love it..Mederkne.." Doom had put a hand on Reesh's shoulders and 
pushed him downwards a bit 

"Danke...Ah, danke..." 

Richard had eagerly gone downwards, kissing his way across Doom's torso and stomach. Once he had unzipped 
the pants, his right hand had slid down into his own pants, grabbing needy organ and stroking it furiously. Doom 
had tried to focus enough to see the beautiful sight by his feet. Richard's tongue had felt amazing even on 
the skin. If he had worked it that well on women too, its obvious that his ex-wives had not left him because 


of sex life's quality, because this man KNEW HOW TO USE HIS TONGUE! 


And this had been the moment Paul had walked in on them. *** 


"Okay, let's be grown men we are" Paul sighed heavily "Doom, put your clothes on and go back to the rest, tell 
them | got Richard home, so none of them worries about him. Optionally, slap the shit out of Till on my behalf. 
l'Il organize us some transport and be back as soon as possible" 

"And WHY are YOU the one to take him home, huh?" Doom huffed 

"Because | don't trust you" Paul looked at the drummer coldly "seeing what you were up to" 

Doom mumbled a bit, but quickly dressed up and made himself look like a human being again. Then, he left the 
building, strongly hitting Paul's shoulder on the way with his own. 

"kh bin nicht blind, Landers. You'll bang him quicker than me, | see the way you look at him" he whispered right 
into guitarists ear, quiet enough for only two of them to hear it 

"Du bist blind UND dumm, Schneider" Paul answered with a poker face 

„And you considered yourself Erwachsener? Komisch" 


"Door is this way" 


"You shouldn't have done that" Richard panted, when Paul tried to make him stand up "C'mon, all stays in the 
band. No one would know." 

"You'd have a double hangover tomorrow" Paul took Richard's shirt from the floor "Here, put it on. I'm gonna 
call for a taxi" 

"Paul..| meant it..| need To..release..If you take me away from here, I'm gonna hump the seats in the taxi or 
even you" 

Who told you Id mind it, you sexy beast? Paul asked him in his thoughts, blushing because Schneider indeed was 
neither stupid nor blind. Paul's feeling had been an open book in this case. In the corner of his eye, he noticed 
that Richard stares at him, eyes wide open and hands frozen in the middle of putting the shirt on. 

"Was ist los?" 

"Was..hast du gesagt?Richard stammered, tilting his head 

Paul nearly dropped the jacket. Fuck. Scheisse. He'd said it out loud. HEHADSAID/TOUTLOUD! 

"Paul..2s" 

"Dress up quickly. Its cold. | don't want to get a flu or pneumo.." Paul tried hard to pretend everything was 
okay, although his hands and voice were shaking, but he broke the sentence in the middle, when he turned 


around and nearly hit foreheads with Richard, who had smutty smirk on his lips and eyebrows cockily arched. 


"Landers, you sly fox..Seriously..Doom was right." Richard's hand pulled him closer, so they breathed basically 
into each other now “All you had to do was ask." 

"Reesh..." 

"Shush, idiot" Richard closed his mouth with a passionate and wet kiss 

Paul didn't have to be told twice. Two seconds later he was completely lost in it, his hands hungrily wandering 
on Richard's burning and sweaty skin Oh God, it couldn't be true.. 

"Admit it" Richard whispered into his ear while peeling Paul's jacket off "You were just jealous... Didn't want to 
share me with Doom.. Why not?" he spoke each part with a kiss on older man's skin "Would you rather... fuck 
me.. or let me blow you.. when Doom fucks me hard but slow..” 

Richard's wheezy low voice mixed with guitars and Ronnie James Dio's vocal in "Rainbow in the dark", heard 


behind the wall, and Paul felt dizzy. Reesh quickly got rid of the zipper and underwear on his way and his 


breath brushed the exposed flesh. 

"Reesh. you don't..have..to.." Paul spoke, his mind against his body 

| know what | need better than you, Paulchen' Reesh put his messy black hair aside and started sucking the 
tip teasingly 

Às a guitarist, he surely was great with fingers, but his tongue was fantastic too. He slowly took more and 
more, until his inner cheeks were touching Paul's length completely. He breathed deeply through his nose, own 
growing need disturbing his breath as well, and this tiny breeze tickled Paul's underbelly, making him shiver 
even more. Suddenly, Richard tensed and withdrew. His whole body collapsed and curled. Worried Paul was about 
to rescue him, but Richard waved his arms quickly and Paul saw what happened- first release finally blessed 
the poor mon. Richard moaned quietly and threw his head back, sweat on his forehead and lips widening in 


relieved smile. 


"Mother of God..! thought it won't happen..Fuck.." 

His hand was cum-covered and sticky, liquid slowly dripping on the floor. Paul tried hard not to come himself. 
Reesh had just climaxed hard while sucking him off. Call it at least flattering. 

"Rich..? You okay?" 

"Yes, oh yes, | am. But don't worry. | know it aint gonna suck itself" 

Richard returned to his previous action, gagging beautifully. Paul grabbed the nearest box tight. Damn. He 
wouldn't be able to listen to this song without having a massive boner for the rest of this life- who could 
ever say that Judas Priest's Rob Halford's vocal in "Touch of evil" could sound so sensual..or maybe blame it 
on Reesh's mouth, sliding up and down older guitarists cock to the rhythm of it? Can be as well. Paul didn't 
even try to wonder when and how Reesh had learned to give head so well. Wet smacks sounded like the most 
beautiful melody, accompanied by the rustle of the material, since Reesh kept on jerking off- pills still worked 
and his ‘Fleischgewehr" was ready to go again. He stopped for a moment, put the hand to his mouth and licked 
it, covering in slick coat of saliva mixed with Paul's pre-cum, then came back to jerking off like nothing 
happened. Fuck. Mark it as disturbingly sexy. If Richard's touch was evil, then Paul was ready to spend the 
eternity in hell. 


Being busy in the private, both guitarist didn't have a chance to experience the events in the club. When DJ 
decided to play Nickelback's "Rockstar", Flake had to use all the strength in his skinny body to stop drunk Till 
from setting the guy on fire. In order to save his life, DJ quickly decided for a slow dance time and went with 
"Beth" by KISS. Well, he could've gone more cliché, like "Nothing Else Matters" from Metallica 

"Another beer!" Till shouted to the nearest waitress passing by, on their way back 

"You've had genug' Flake muttered and pulled him away 

"Und wer bist du? Meine Mutter! 

‘Fortunately, I'm not" 

"What did you say?!" 


Usual, nice and friendly conversation between the members of Rammstein 


Release reached both guitarists at the same time. White color suited Richard. Not only meaning the silvery 
theme from their early performances, like Live Aus Berlin... Now white trickles ran across his tanned face, 
stuck into black hair, dripped on his shirt. 

"Fuck, Paul" he mumbled and kept on licking him clean, like a hungry pet 


"You..are such a mess now, Reeshy" Paul whispered nearly tenderly and ran his thumb across younger man's 
cheek 

"And it's still not enough" Richard answered, one hand still working in his pants 

Poor man. Those pills were strong as hell. 

"Here. Let me do it. You..already gave a nice time. It's your turn" Paul kneeled in front of him, foreheads 


together like sometimes during "Benzin" live. Richard's eyes were tired and desperate, very puppy like. 


Predicting Till's second burning crusade, DJ gave up playing any of The Rasmus’ songs and went with "Whole 
Lotta Love"- but this version certainly wasn't sung by Robert Plant. It was definitely younger man, with a 
different voice scale and manner as well- sexual tension two or three times stronger than in the original, 
almost pornographic. Later he'd knew that guy's name was Adam Lambert. 

Paul used hand of opposite to chosen by Richard and closed his already hardening member in a circle of 
fingers, while the second one rested on Kruspe's nape, keeping him close. 

"Okay, let's go" he initiated the rhythm and Richard moaned again, hissing "I'm so sorry, Reesh ..” 

It must have been really tiring and painful. Richard's skin was already irritated and even saliva was quickly 
wearing out. Richard was desperately clinging to him, his nails sinking into Paul's shoulder. 

“There, there... That's right..Sweet and slow, Zven.." Paul whispered comfortingly 

Richard tensed and looked deeply into his eyes. Almost no one called Zven anymore, except his closest family 
and suddenly, Paul used this name. Their eyes met and they both understood- it wasn't just two bandmates, 
who dork around, perform fanservice, flirt with the fangirls and play drink games with the silliest rules 
existing. It was the most intimate moment of the recent years of their lives, people who cared about each 
other very much. Richard bit his lips and looked aside, feverish blush on his cheeks. 

"Paul..Ah../ch.. Ah!" his voice slightly pitched, although he whispered 


Paul caressed right side of guitarists head, when Richard slightly collapsed from the climax. 

"IFs all okay..." 

His own body wasn't asleep too. Richard had just come with his name spilling from lips. How beautiful was that? 
And he knew this wasn't over. Tils pills were still working. This sexy fucker would be hard in the next few 
minutes and the game would go on. 

| guess this counts as mutual guitar string pulling too, right?" Richard whispered playfully 

Paul couldn't fight giggling. Right. "Pussy" antic in Berlin 2009. 

"Natürlich... Dont you know guitarists finger better?" Paul's usual troll personality switched on again 

"Paul?" Richard's eyes widened a bit 

"Vergiss es..Komm hier." Paul pulled him closer, Ozzy Osbourre's „Ultimate Sin" perfectly describing their 


situation and covering their act a with meaningful veil of privacy.. 


Undefined period of time later, they tried to sneak out, but bumped into Doom walking by. Paul seemed ready 
to dig a hole in the frozen ground and hide there for the next decade. Fuck. Another awkward silence, this time 
with Bon Jovi's "U Give Love a Bad Name" in the background. 

"Yea..Escort him home and be back as soon as possible..Silly Doom, blind Doom" drummer mocked venomously 
"Landers, you lying prick!" 

"It. just..went with a flow..." 


"| swear, are you 12 years old or what...?" 


"Doom, leave it. Okay, | know | screwed.. 

"literally..." 

"SHUT UPI" 

"Paul, don't" Richard placed a hand on Paul's shoulder 

"Reesh, what you..2" Paul noticed that Richard's stare is suspiciously fiery 

"If you don't mind, Schatz.. I'd gladly have another round.. My ‘little friend’ is impatient again..Doom?" 
"Was™ 

Richard came to him slowly and surrounded his neck with one arm. 

"You mentioned a threesome before..Still interested?..Because | am..." 


Doom glanced at Poul unsurely and still slightly hostilely. 

"You should ask your BOYFRIEND first” he replied diplomatically, yet maliciously 

"C'mon, Paul.. You two can make up..Make a virtue of necessity" Richard hung on Doom, stroking his neck and 
torso, and looked at Paul with nearly puppy eyes 

"Ummm..." 

Things had gone pretty quickly for such a short period of time. Richard was visibly in rush because he already 
started pulling Doom towards the door. 

"lch habe wenig Zeit aber große Lust, Paulchen' he purred „And | think | want our drummer and his stick..s.." let 
everybody slow clap for this wordplay! 

"Fick dich Reesh" Paul muttered and Richard laughed adorably, when grabbed his hand 

"Dein Wunsch ist mir Befehl Richard's lips now wandered between Doom's and Paul's 

wAlso..buck dich’ drummer whispered right into younger guitarist's ear, before the door closed behind them 

Die Nacht ist kalt aber wir sind heiB..und nagt Till would sing, if he was able to at the moment. Yet, now AC/DC's 
„You Shook Me All Night Long" led them into paradise. 


The end of club's opening was obviously coming close, because only few couples were still slow dancing to 
"Kayleigh" by Marilion and less lights were lit up. Till had collected at least four phone numbers from his 
fangirls and now was fanning himself with the cards. Flake was dancing with some girl and Olli disappeared 
somewhere. 

"Flake... Wo ist Doom” Till asked, drunk as fucking hell 

“Keine Anung..Er ist rauchen gegangen..aber nicht zuräck gekommen." 

„Maybe some fangirls got him and raped him?" 

"Not everyone is like you, Till" Flake waved his hand carelessly and finished his already warm beer 

"You really think I'd cheat on you, Floka?" 

"Well, | mean, du bist Till Lindemann- der Sexgott und ein wildes Tier" 

wAber das treue Tier! Till made a toast with an empty mug 

Flake sighed heavily, knowing it was high time to end this madness. As ' the mother of the band’, he called for 
a taxi, then went to look for Olli. He also got a text message from Doom, informing he was already at home. 
Good. Once the three of them were together, they somehow managed to get to the taxi, and came back home 
safe and sound. Boots and jackets from both guitarists and the drummer were everywhere in the hall and Till 
nearly lost his front teeth, stumbling over them. 


"Verfluchte ldioten' he muttered in annoyance 


Flake assured that everyone was there and it was easier than expected- Doom, Rich and Paul were sleeping 
and snoring on the big sofa, heads adorably together, limbs in all possible directions. At least they all were 
there and the drug wasn't working anymore, since Richard was sleeping calmly and looked less trashed than 
before. 

Lorenz didn't even bother to notice weird white stains on their clothes or even weirder red bruises on their 


skins. 


